THE SECOND ACT

The Scene :'s the same as in tie preceding Act.

Two days have passed.  It :s IVeme^j

MRS, WHARTON is sitting by a little table, looking nfentirely
in front of her. On the ta&le is a :; ark-basket^ and by tb
side 6/1LL' a babfs skirt thai sie is making. Afire is atigb:
in the grafe, Aj:er a minute, JOEX comes :/;. She looks tip
at him with a pleasant smile. He goes to ier and puts his
land on her shoulder. She gently pats bis hand.

JOHN: Are you Idling, mother? It's not often I catch you

giving the devil an opportunity.
MRS. WHARTOX; Isn't It wicked of me?
JOHN: What is this you're up to?   What In Heaven's name

are you making a baby's shirt for?   Hang It all, I'm

not married yet.
MRS* WHARTON: [Pretending to bs a little sheeted.] Don't be

naughty, John. It's for poor Ancle Black's baby.
JOHN: Who's she?
MRS. WHARTON: She was engaged to Edward DrifSeidj the

carpenter's second man, and they were going to be

married next time he came home on leave. He's been

killed, and she's expecting a baby.
JOHN: Poor thing.
MRS. WHARTON: The Pooles are looking after her. You see,

she had no\rhere to go, and they didn't want her to

have to go to the Workhouse, so, Mrs. Poole has taken

her in at the Vicarage.   And I said I'd make all the

baby's things.

JOHN: [Affectionately.] You're a nice old mother.
MRS. WHARTON: Don*t you think It was good of the

Pooles?
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